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F The Professor a

v tu coincide with this opigjen’y

b vk wtained no trace of his disingh

fully r.‘piit-\i--
¥ -I- " 9%
UeAr uncie. |
oly it was dark, and therefore the
ould kear only—not see. They

Lted from the carriage, and entered a small |
rniture was se sucienf®in |
peared to belong to an’
Id wonifn, who had been
ecper for many years,
I'the room, ha]{ asleep, and in her night--
with a eandle, and_commenced am‘nng-;
Il table, pl.-minggthercon a bottle of
Isbeer, o gouple of tumblers, two pipes,

| of tobaceo$ "!h'en'-;:i'\fi.pg the Profes-
lis dressing zown andglippers, she obeyed
[he old genMeman
bools "and tight
his féet into the
. I ed himself in his com-
fitablc zown, he fell back into his easy chair
witls sirh of satisfaction. In the mean time,
(Captain was standing at the window, gazing

» the moonlight night. His gaze
gered on a house at the corner of a

enes street. Tt had been the abiding place of |
. orzenskold in earlier and happier days. |

ml,-and wit

drews cont, aud hd

Fertinand sighed deeply, and pressed his burn- |
r brow ngainst the frosty wiudow‘paues. |
“What! sighing still?" said the Professor,
reafling out his hands to catch the genial
W { the cheerful fire. * Think not o

the past, but of the future, my boy; a wound

covanntly irritated will never heal.’ Come, let |

e hase o litle talk sbout your affairs.” !

« Uaptaigh sested himself opposite his

shcle, 22 th ‘ :lsr, aud with much apparent |

the comencement of the |
q ecantion

Profissor filled and lighted his pipe, and |
i ¢ long whifl after another.
“Well" said he, finally, “Rosa is a charming |
(reature, |
“Yes: hut cold. Her heart is ice.”
{ she conseunt to your betrothal with

ai=e | rnined her good will and esteem,
wnd Decnuse she feels that nothing more is ne-
eoscars 1o weure her happiness than that I
should esteem and respect her in return.”
“lp that enen,” said thaeProfessor, “
¢ for vou than she feels compell ;

She rezpects and esteems vou. Good; that 1
; v your conscience, and |
preveat son from saving things that are false. |
)} sow you love Hilda Borgenskold ; then, |
of what use i it to talk such nonsense as you-:
doliwhion Pentered Widen's honse this evening ?
Whai i the [ parading feelings which you |
in deep?”

a are rv:l:.‘)' mi:lf\]-i*_‘h. uncle. Rosa is

In siti=]

_interrupted the Professor; *that |
* s nothing to your heart. Did you not |

“ Nothing,™

cultoul me this very morning to give my con- |
Bent fo your marringe with Miss Hilda? Of)
rse I consented to your marriage, but I did |

anppart you and your wife. Had
1 do s0, you would soon have broken
act with Widen. Such behaviour, |
rrilingnd, is unmanly. You wish to marry |
o, Because you expect to receive with her
*h property to enahle you to maintain that
FRUK emong your companions in gambling, |
r vg, and hunting, which the scanty
pooket money that 1 allow you, and your still |
uty pay, will no longer permit. Don't
dk about your feelings for the poor|
i Homois a jewel. Would to God you |
as worthy of her as you are unworthy.”

Bt said the Captain, “allow me to assure
a1 do not play the hypoerite. There |
¢n moments when 1 felt that Rosa
ume as dear to me as Hilda was, and, i

"5 still; but her invincible coldness, or—
LI term it ?—ker friendly indifference,

v heart. Then, nncle, I have another
“ tur remorse and self-reproach, I is, that |
wrily renounced all claim to Hilda's love,
i—pardon my frankness—withdrew

- Ililda and I could not live upon air
“r o7 that 1 was convinced. You discoun- |
tanced my marriage with her, and therefore [

*wliedd Hilda, whom I loved, and endeav- | from refusing to join them,
- lusa’s hand, with the full determi- | '

my best to render her happy. 1
¥ that my motives were intemled;'
i1 1do? My uncle had decided
I could not consent to plunge
» poverty; yet I could not tear her |

oy heart, or quit her loved pres-

‘ong as 1 was free from other fetters.
¢ me, uncle, my reason and my heart

* lvarfully, before I could aronse saf-
 tourage to part from her forever. I |
0 loias I asked her baud; I was ac- |
‘+ aud, half’ bewildered, 1 went—a be- |
“ man—to Hilda. She was not aware of |

5. She had heard a vague rumor |
i et visits to the wealthy merchant's

Uil, contiding in my honor, she believed
| Ah, uncle, that was a bitter hour!
‘ ler all; that we must part forever.
¢ tturnlul Jook still penetrates my heart.
*“ 0 not speak; but she was pale, O, how
i A few moments elapsed in nizing |
. et Then she arose, and proudly bade me |
feel. She coldly wished me joy, and left
S fom. Oh, how gladly wouldl have un-
: “-h'--’n-'-r-:,n 1L11. I left the house in
(4 wrote her a letter, imploring an inter-
She returned my letter unopened. I
‘il you to become reconciled to Aunt
1550ld,  You were relentless. Nothing
e but 1o submit to my fnarlﬁenﬂy.
54 will only love me now, as Hilda loved
. iee, aud if her dowry will be as large as I
~h then—then I shall endeavor to forget

Lidish dreams,”
iz Professor replied to this lengthy and
«yp r4te speech of the Captain with a simple

il and a dubious shake of his hesd.

Lou 1: not coincide with my views,” said

LS ey g

LHE

- To speak fraukly, my dear n hew, I do
w., They are somewhat elastic; and you seem
4, O suetch them just as far as you please.
G, e from that, you have but one excuse
. X’ r.1l 1'111:::111;_.: I:hem; and that is the desire to
\r-lul.:.it..'m 4 position in fashionable society,
at i = Ereally at variance with your income,
o W hazards. But, Ferdinand, if I am not
“ived, I think there is & more urgent call

‘f nances than you have You

o Mever plunge yourself into matrimony,
W, Some dreaded trouble menaced you.
o> Perhaps you have scted prudently, for
(- well know I shall not advance you a stiver
to

; ,.-.u?u’.l the sum ne
,uy:uagiu“' But I do

r

_“‘;:‘ 4 mistuke in the matter. I did think it
sint, that the wealthy merchant, Widen,
a--'-hhi consent to his s marringe with

' PO0r captain, without any other income than
big Pay. Hem! hem! h.::zlul '

1

L look at things in an_unfayoral

purchase your
you have mnot|dollars

10wy life,
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e think that
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itks, for in several
fe; but that which
3 the old man’s allu-
of Widen's failare—a
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d gndeed be terrible.
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th hat there is a storm
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ience in such matters in my
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manly to despair, when oue h
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is time for bed, Ferdinand ;

.Ferdinand shook his uncle’
him good njght in a halfc
seught apariment,
upon a sofa w no enviable ] «
denly he arose, and paced the room with rapid
strides and at length sat down to his writing.
desk, #nd procéeded to indite the following
letter to one of his friends:

“My Dear T : My mind is so much
exercised about this accursed affair, that I am
a fitsubiect for a lunatic asylum. Ifear I have
made an awkward step, in endeavoring to clear
myself of my dificulties. Listen, my dear
Gustavus. You may wish me joy, if you choose
to do so: but I think condolence would be
more fitting. But do-as you please. This has
been an unhappy night for me. First, this
evening, my betrothal with Rosa Widen, the
rich heiress, was celebrated by a brilliant
party. Second, with a heart full of Hilda,
and a head full of the recollections of that
miserly old Jew who has me in his power, I

played the part of an ardeut lover to my Rosa,
who was as cold as an.iceberg. Third, I had
the folly to address Hil e treated me
| with the contempt whi . And
fourth, after arriving idme, tled to

listen to a long lecture from m
wearisome, yet much-beloved uncle, who, after
almost driving me franfic with his pointed sar-
casm, finally completed my misery by advan-
cing suspicions about the firmness of my future
father-in-law’s financial basis. What do you
think of these four miseries? Well, here 1
am, writing to you, to cool myself down to my
usual temperature ; but my heart burns, and
my brain whirls. Thus far, at least in outward
appearance, I have kept my reputation, as a
man of honor, untarnished. But now I fear
this inestimable jewel will be wrested from me.
Supposing this grasping miser should cause my
arrest, could I ever look an honest man in the
face, after I' had regai my liberty? What
would my uncle, my.be ed, my future fa-
ther-in-law, and, lastly, my lost Hilda, say and
think of me? They would condemn me with
voice. No, no; this must not happen, it
noty it shall not happen.

% But what follies am I writing! T had for-
gotten that I destroyed my last letter to you,
instead of posting it; and that, therefore, you
are unacquainted with anything regarding me,
except that which youn knew when last we met:
that [ am a reckless, frivolous man, who, under
a flimsy mask of refinement and gentility, con-
cealed many a blot which I dared not bring to
light in the presence of my gay associates.

ell, Gustavus, have a little patience, and 1
will relate to you why I am changed from a
pleasant and agreeable comanion, to an anxious
and sickly being, whose cheerfulness is merely
an effort of dissimulation.

“Two months ago, I received from my uncle
the sum necessary to purchase my commission,
and I promised, solemnly, that so long as I lived,
I would never trouble him with requests for
money, great or small. My income was suffi-
cient to maintain me res bly, and to enable
me gradually to pay off all debts that I had
contracted. I assured him that T would now
become a steady and respectable young man,
an houor to himself and his money. And when
I made these promises, I intended to keep
them, for my heart was full of Hilda, and little
pictures of the domestic Eem and happiness
that we should enjoy together. But, Gustavus,
there are few men indeed who can prove true
to such promises, when circumstances change,
and the tempter presents himself. I went to
Stockholm to arrange the purchase of my com-
mission ; and here let me say that I possessed
ouly enou&h money to pay my travelling ex-
penses to the city, and my hotel bills after I had
arrived there. On the evening of my arrival,
several officers with whom T was acquainted
fnlitely invited me to a wine party at Hickar's

{otel. I accepted gratefully, e drank free-
ly, I assure you; and after we had become
wenry of singing and hallooing, cards were
proposed. A false sense of honor forbade me
though 1 was well
aware that high stakes were contemplated.
The package which contained the money that
my uncle had given me to purchase my cap-
taincy reposed in my breast pocket; it seemed
to burn into my very heart, and my passion for
gaming sent the blood through my veins like
liquid fire. T hoped I might win. The tempt.
er whispered in my ear to sacrifice fifty dollars,
and then, if T did not vn‘n,dto la'tgzd Enough; 1
tore open the , &N my stake on
the table, butp::ykaflfi ill fclll'rl.nne luz;nled me
still. One mote afler another was staked, and
lost. I had ten dollars still left.

“ Stop,” whisgered my conscience.

“But no, no,” I replied, “not until the last
stiver of the allotted sum has vanished, or un-
til I have redeemed my losses.” I played—I
lost—my heart burned—then came the last
stake—I breathed hard—I won—I had won
fifty dollars. O, if T had only ceased playing
then, but fortune made me bold—I again enter-
ed into the game, and most wofully did I pa
for my rashness. But, my dear Gustavus, {
will not give you—who are 8o well acquainted
with such scenes—a detailed account of m
terrible struggles and feelings on that night.
There were several pmfmo& gamblers in the
company, and I am certain that they allowed
me to win, for fortune favored me until I had
won two hundred dollars. Excited by my suc-
cess, the fames of tobacco, and the wine T had
drank, I played on in spite of the efforts of sev-
eral of my friende, who entreated me to cease.
Madness entered my soul. I staked and
lost, I staked and staked again, and lost and
lost, until my comrades forcibly dragged me
from the room.

“Oh, the night that followed! T shall not at-
tempt to describe my sentiments and my suffer-
ings. I had lost seven hundred dollars. The
morning came, and found me still meditati

upon my misfortunes. Eight o’clock struck. |;

At twelve, I was to meet the officers who were
to arrange the purchase of my commission. 1
bad no money. My head whirled—I thought I
t length I recovered suffi-
ciently to go out and consult with & friend, who
strongly advised me to
companied me to the
Jew, 8——, to whom

cessit

never jested in such matters. At length I as-
caped from him, and returned home with my
captain’s commission in my pocket, and a head
and heart full of sorrow and trouble, What
waa to be done now? You w how much I
loved my cousin Hilda ; but my uncle, the Pro-
fessor, was 80 exasperated against that simple.
ton, his halfbrother, her futher, that he strictly
forbade me to think of marrying Hilda on pen-
alty of being disowned and disinherited by him-
self. I knew the old man would keep his word,
and I was in no pleasant mood, I asgure you.
The sky of my happiness was darkened—not
even & single star of hope shone forth to illu-
mine my path. Why, then, should I have
struggled against the tide of my destiny? 1
demolished my air-built castle, and formed a
desperate resolution—none other than to win
and marry Rosa Widen, the daughtey of the
wealthy merchant. Nothing save my forlorn
position could have forced me to such p resolu-
tion ; but after the news of my promotiop reach-
ed the ears of my creditors, they haragsed me
constantly, and, to save myself from imprison-
ment, I was forced to assign my pay in advance,
‘But T must live,” thought I, and I resolved to
marry. I endeavored to asswre myselfl that
Rosa was an eanble, intelligedt girl; how
far I succeeded I know not, but now it 13 too
late for repinings.. My greatest congolation,
however, was, the assurance that she would re-
ceive a generous dowry from her wealthy
father. For six long weeks, I labored zealous.
ly to effect my pn . I met with no decided
repulse, neither did [ make any decided advan-
ces. But my time was tog precious to be spent

thus, and_L resolved to make a home thrust at
Widen hi g

“One infler, I managed to meet the
old ren an alone, and, after satisfying my-

self that he was prepared, I made my proposal
at once. After a moment's reflection, he. com-
menced his reply by expressing the hope that
my uncle woul(f be nobly and generously inclin-
edy towards me. He had no doubt but that he
would aid me in setting up an establishment for
myself and future wife; for had he not already
purchased a captain’s commission for me? In
short, I allowed him to proceed without contra-
diction in expressing his belief that a man so
noble-minded as Professor Ling would not do
things by halves for his excellent nephew. He
concluded by stating that he had long been
aware of my sincere and devoted affection for
his daughter ; and that he would grant his con-
sent, providing she advanced no serious objec-
tions. On the following day I called upon Rosa.
Heaven only knows how 1 found the courage to
address her so fluently and eloquently. Butshe
really appeared affected, and told me to come
the next evening, when she would give me a
decided answer. 1 went, Gustavus, and in the
resence of her mother she promised me her
Eaud. Sick at heart, and half stupefied, 1 left
her. I will not attempt to describe my next in-
terview with Hilda, for, frivolous as [ am, I love
her still, and nothing but the iron hand of ne-
enabled me to remounce her. A week
ago, I wrote to the miserly Jew, informing him
of my approaching marriage, and entrealing
him to extend my note for two months from the
date of its rxpiration, promising him a large
sum in addition to the nsurious interest he had
already charged me. But this very evening, be-
fore I went to the celebration of my betrothal,
[ received a letter from him which made my
blood boil. ¢ At the very day your note is due,
I shall expect payment. If I am disappointed—
pardon me, Captain Ling—1I shall bg obliged to
take prompt measures to secure my money.’
What T shall do, T know not. If my respected
uncle should learn that I have gambled away
the money he advanced, he would hefriend me
no longer. He is a mah of strict principles, and
I know that he is already much digpleased at
my recklessness. Marriage is the only straw
which will 'Iustlnin me now, and even that straw
is apparently slipping through my fingers. The
mcrl::g.unt sid his daughter consented to the
ublic celebration of lﬁa betrothal ; but they
oth assured me that the wedding cguld not be
hastened. I, however,am of a differgnt opinion.
It ought to be hurried, for the betrothal is like
a small piece of meat, hung out to divert the at-
tention of a k of hungry wolvag—i. e., my
creditors; while, on the contrary, the wedding is
the whole ox, which is large enongh to satisfy
them to such an extent that they will no longer
feel inclined for mischief. The metgphor is not
elegant; but I am cross-grained to-night, and
cannot sweeten my words with . I have
now disburdened my heart, and I hope I shall
be able to sleep the better for it. Write to me
as early as possible, Tell me how I can pur
suade the stubborn father and daughter to con-
sent to my marriage before they fegl inclined.
I am in great need of advice. gat your brains
at work, Gustavus, for your old friend,
“Frrpixaxp Lixe.
“P.8. Can you believe, Gustavus, that I have
been so hard pushed that I was obliged to pawn
my handsome horse, to enable me to make Rosa
a little present, to-day? Aud how do you think
she rewarded my sacrifice? She shook her
pretty head, and, with a friendly smile, admon-
ished me not to squander my money on her, as
she was already overstocked with trinkets. I
don’tthink I shall give her cause for trouble on
that score again, I assure you.”

For the National Era.

Sketch of the Political History of Europe,
FROM
THE CAPITULATION OF PARIS, IN 1814,

TILL

THE PRESENRT TIME,

BY A FRIEND OF LIBERTY,

CHAPTER XV.

The Emperor Nicholas attained osly some
of the objects which he had in view when he
came to England. He succeeded neither in
aliensting the friendship of Queen Victoria
from the King of France, nor in acquiring
her confidence himself. His august hostess
appears to have felt a strong natural antipathy
against her giant-like guest, whose bearing and
looks stood not in much harmony with his pro-
fuse protestations of moderation, and freedom
from ambition. But he was the more success-
ful in acquiring a host of partisans among the
High Tories, and the Peelites, too, and in
awsakening, in many of the British statesmen—
previously great friends of Louis Philippe—
serious apprehensions relative to the possible
consequences of the rumored union between

¥ | one of the French Princes and the sister of the

Spanish Queen. Indeed, he did not fail in
the attempt at rousing the suspicion of Sir
Robert Peel himself agaipst the King of
France, who was alleged to nourish the plans
of taking possession of some of the islands in
the Pacific Ocean, and in extending largely his
African possessions. There are even reasons
for supposing, that but for the individual friend-

a moat cordial reception, especially from the
side of the Queen. Consequently, the attemp®
at preventing this visit proved unsuccessful ox
the part of the Czar.

8till, the Autocrat enjoyed the pleasuge of
seeing the bravadoes of the English Premier
re-echoed by a great portion oF the English
journals, some of which. went so far as to
threaten France with the vengeance of com-
bined Enmpti. Efﬂznce, he was no doubt led
to sup st the ancient jealousy of the
Engliamo much comment&i] upon.yeven
Hume, the great historian—would always
come an obstacle against any sincere friendshi
and co-operation, on the part of the French and
English nations. This great, but, indeed, ex-
cusable mistake, might be accounted for ns
one of the chief canses of the present war be-
tween Russia and the Western Powers,
results are often produced by causes the mhost
rémote; hence the great charm which a reflect-
ing mind finds in the study of the historg of
homan events. .

About the time in question, the Czar, who
had never hesitated ip separating parents flbm

teifling natdre, was himself visitad by thergrect
misfortune—which he had so often unnecessa-
rily inflicted upon so many other parents—of
losing, by death, one of his own children, &
most amiable dstighter, married with a Hessian
Prince. It wag supposed, by many, that this
great loss, which the Czar was reported o havel
sreat[; bewailed, migh{ have the effect of ren-
ering him morg humane, and legg, unrelenting
against his enemies; bat this hopé proved vain,
because the Ewperor Nicholas exercised se-
verity rather from principle;*than from any
natural disposition o cruelI:y. - .

The friendship between the royal families
of France and England seemed %q increase in
cordiality, during the visit of Louis Philippe
and his Queen to London, in 1844; and ‘I.Ea
Otaheite question was altogether hushed and
set at rest, by the mutual explanations between
the King of France and M. Guizot on the one |
side, and Sir Robert Peel and Lord Aherdeen |
on the other; gnd though the latter statesman
was & great irer of the Czar, whose friend-
ship aud confidence he possessed in a high de-
gree, still he became very intimate the
French monarch, who was very d us to
render him favorable to his plan of un one
of his sons with the sister of Queen Isa of
Spain,

Still, this matter was not finally settled be-
tween M. Guizot and Lord Aberdeen, until at
the subsequent visit which Queen Victoria
made to France. On this occasion, she was
accompanied by her Minister of Foreign Af-
fairs, whom Louis Philippe and M. Guizot
succeeded in convincing that the proposed
marriage would never lead to any increase of
the political power of France.
was, on the whole, correct, as w
Lord Aberdeen, who did not th
this arrangement, which, while very
the royal family of France, did not™ppear at
all injurious to the interests of England.

It was also agreed upen, that thef Queen of
Spain should be allowed to choose herself a
husband, with the proviso that sh® was not
to sclect one among the French ces, a8
such a choice might possibly become the means
of disturbing the so-call ilibrium of Eu-
rope, and lead to an in ent of the old
treaty of Utrecht—a treaty Which, in fact, had
many times been set aside and igy . It was,
on the other hand, agreed, between M. Guizot
and Lord Aberdeen, that the King of France
should meet with no opposition from England,
in asking for the hand of the Spanish Princess
for his son, the Duke of Montpensier ; still, the
marringe was not to take place before Queen
Isabella herself was marricd.

Meauwhile, it had become manifest that the
French Cabinet was pursuing a policy much op-

d to the development of the principles, in
E‘o:nce, and that it was more desirous of ae-
ujring the friendship of foreign Princes than
:Le approbation of the French nation. The
roud spirit of M, Guizot could not patiently
Ee&r opposition ; and hence the more opmiaf.ion
he met with, the more dpersa?eting he me
in his attempt at extending the royal power be-

yond the limits of the Constitution. But the
more dissatisfied the French grew, the more
praise M. Gnizot received in the foreign jour-

nals which stood under the influence of the en-
emies of popular freedom. Bat it was especial-
ly the moneyed men, no less in France than in
other parts of Europe, who showed themselves
as the greatest admirers of Guizot, whom they
viewed as the strongest champion of the estab-
lished order of affairs, and as the gnardian of
the peace of Europe. Caring little f:r the best
interests of mankind, they bestowed their warm-
cat affection npon the man whom they found
with the best success promoting their sordid cu-
pidity. oL

But in the same proportion as Guizot in-
creased in favor with the wealthy, in the same
degree he became more hated by the poor;
hence, the policy he was pursuing led to the
very event which he hoped to avert, by stifling
free speech, and keeping the masses in submis-
sion to the royal authority. Instead of render-
ing the leaders of the Socialists powerless, as it
was his intentien, he made them, by the means
of persecution, influential and dangerous. The
most of these gentlemen were idlers and mere
talkers, who, if left unnoticed, would have be-
come the objects of indifference or scorn of the
multitnde, and consequently without any po
litical influence ; but by being dragged inmoto-
riety, as victims of their zeal in the popular
cause, they beeame powerful, and able to raise
the most formidable resistance to the Govers-
ment.

Thus M. Guizot, while gaining credit amonZ
the aristocratic and wealthy classes throughout
all Europe, was in reality aiding in undermi.
ning the authority of his master within Francg.
The great fault committed by him was not ur-
observed by M. Thiers, who did not fail, in
many of his parliamentary speeches, to point
out the injury which the Cabinet was imflicting
upon the Crown by its reacti and satilib-
eral course. Bat he spoke in vain, because he
had entirely lost the friendship of Louis Phil-
ippe by his opposition.

But, meanwhile, a great change had taken
place in the mutnal relations between the French
and English Governments, and there are even
reasons for supposing that Queen Vietoria her-
self had lost some of her confidence and
high regard for Louis Philippe, suspecting him,
as it would a , of some insincerity. This
change in sentiments originated from the
ing cause: -

to marriage

Infanta and the Duke of Montpensier-

and consequently likely to Taise obstacled
consummation.

againat its Besides, it is verf
le that they wished to show him that th
not the secrecy with which he
coneluded the treaty of the 15th of July, 1841.

ked it. He ought also to have remembered
that the English Ministers had no right to inter-
fere in an affair which concerned France and
Sp?m alone.

It seems to me that the opinion whi .
Thiers and “ La Constitutionnal * y" then hizhluh:u-
pressed organ, espoused, was just, viz: that the
Spanish marrisge was altogether justifiable,
but that the English Queen iud merited more
courtesy thawthat which had been shown to her,
on the part of the King of France and his Cab.

by Linet, in this matter. It was, indeed, a great po-
. litieal error to iritate unnecessarily the Eng-

liskt people; and it was an evidence of want of
nice sense of genuine delicacy to offend so warm
a friend as Queen Victoria had shown her-
self toward the royal family of France. No
modern nation possesses in so high degree as
the French does the sense of what is proper
and pc_}ht.e‘ _arad hence the conducl of the King
and his Minister was blamed with even more
severity in France than in England. They
were also reproached for having sacrificed the
true ihterest of the country to the bemefit of the

| royal family, in purchasing the hand of a wealth

their chi r children from their tl,l
in punish itical offences, even of the most  mate relations which had previously existed be-

Spanish princess by tearing assunder the inti-

tween the Courts and Governments of France
and Encland. Even many members of the
Chamber of Deputies, who had often blamed
the Cabinet for overlooking what was due to the
dignity of the French people, blamed it now
most vehemently for hazarding the losa of the
friéndship of England for the private interests
of the royal family. The displeasure which
this affair created in France was very general,
and it contributed, most it
prodiice the revolution of

: 1848,
Berlin, Prussia.

For the National Era.

SOUTHMAYD'S WARDSHIP.

BY MARTHA RUSSELL.

ELEANOR

Bosrox, July 1, 185-,

I said after the wedding, my Margaret, but I
ha?d no heart to write to you since, for
Miss Summerfield has been on the verge of the
grave.

!Eé wis

seized with the typhoid fever, and un-

til to-day we have secarcely dared to hope.
Aunt Huldah is still with us, watching by her
bed night and day, noting every shade of her
disease, lifting her in her strong, patient arms
‘ns one would a child, doing everything at just

:...1

ht time and in the right way, leaving
ifor the rest of us to do but watch and
she is a wonderful woman, and so
: B€rs beside myselfl

is morning, as I came down stairs, Mr.
Bigélow stood in the hall, with Doctor W.

he will live—she must live, Doctor,” he
gaid. God is good—he cannot take her, and
leave such worthless things as I upon earth.
He will not do it! and with both bands grasp-
ed nervously over the top of his cane, and his
dear, old, bluff face quivering with emotion, he
stood, waiting the Doctor’s reply.

“I think she will, my friend,” was the reply,
% but until within the last twelve hours, I have
seen little hope of ity but now, with careful
management, I think she will recover!”

“God bless you, Dactor. These are the hest
words you ever spoke in your life;” and the
great, unconscious tears rolled slowly down, and
lost themselves in the deep furrows of the old
man's face. *“But you are not going now,”
he added, eagerly, seeing the Doctor take his
hat. “You must not leave her now—I won't
hear of it. Yon must stay!”

“Tt is not necessary, I assure yon, Mr. Bige-
low : besides, youn forget my other patients.”

“Let them go. Are there not Doctors enough
in the city t.ofmk after them one day? T tell

ou, this girl’s life is of more consequence than
all of them put together. There is not anoth-
er like her in the world !

“] know that she is one of a thousand,
old friend, but I assure you there is no necessi-
ty for my presence here. She is in the best of
hands: for I tell you, frankly, but for the un-
wearied care, skill, and devotion, of that woman
up there, my knowledge would have availed
little. Under God, she is indebted to Miss
Huldah for life, sir.”

% And I set her down for an old humbuf,”
said Mr. Bigelow, remorsefully. I quarrelled
with Fred Summerfiald, because he would not
let me get another nurse. Oh, the Lord for-
give mel™

“You may well say that, Mr. Bigelow,” laagh-
ed the good Dector, “for there is not a better
nurse in the world. She has more sense than
half the profession.” And the Doctor went on
his way, while Mr. Bigelow went and sat in the
upper hall, where he could command a partial
view of Susan’s room, and looked at Aunt Hul-
dah with a mingled expression of remorse and
reverence. Poor man! for nearly a fortnight
ke has done nothing but walk restlessly about—
now to the door of Susan’s room, to catch a
glimpse of her pale face—now hurrying up the
street in search of the Doctor, only to fling away
from him in a fit of impatience, when his words
did not co nd with his wishes, and come
home to scold at the Summerfields and myself,
because we did not eat, forgetful that he had
not touched a morsel himself, or to beg me over
and over again to see that “that woman " did
not neglect the Doctor’s orders for some pre-
scription of her own.

“Your country nurses are always o con-
ceited,” he would say.

Unf‘ortunstely, this antagonism has not all
been on his side. Something the old man had
said, conpled with the fact that he frequents an
Unitarian chureh, has led her to set him down
as one of that heretical %ﬂd of course, in
her view, (for she is a strong Trinitarian,) “ well
nigh given over to destruction.” But the best
haters find it hard to nourish unkind feel:mu
by the sick bed of a mutual friend, and Mr.
Summerfield and I cherish strong hopes of a
reconciliation. k

July 20th—Our hopes were not in vain,
Margaret ; for, as soon as Mr. Bigelow was ad-
mitted to sit by Susan’s bedside, the frosty at-
mosphere between him and Aunt Huldah be-

to soften. P Dr. W.’s words have

ﬂ:mliuhaham in bringing this about; for
MhumddAn;%'lworduhe
would be if she were the goddess of health.

* This touches the woman in the old dame's
heart. She ' actually believes the man means
well though his views ofdth% Tgn];t_y
are none clearest, owing, no doubt, to his
long residence among them South American
heathen.” AndI can see, by the compression
of her lips, that she intends to comvert him ;

i
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certainly in part, to |

The week after the bridal party left, |

vainly, to clasp something that shall give it
rest—and sinking back upon itself, only to

the quiet moon—as man by Love|

“ O, the world bas mueh that's great, and but one sea '
And sometimes, as I watch it in its sublime
unchangeableness, thege wild yearnings blos-
som into great thoughts, that bring with them
convictions of power and strength—power to
perform, and strength to endure. I fael that
the Spirit of God still moves, as of old, on the
face of the waters, and within the human heart ;
and that, ere I die,

“ Bome work of nohle note may yet be done.”

feel that
“* My soul is like the sea before the moon was made : =

That no wise, loving hand has gunided its tides
of feeling and wild passion; that no one ever
will ; that no one will ever truly know me as |
am, or might be, for there is so little that is loy-
able or attractive about me. | OF this [ am get-
ting daily more conscious. \Purlmp* the love
that flows out so spontanecnsly toward Miss
Bummerfield, wherever she goes, makes me feel
it more keenly, T neversee her surroundeéd by
a group of children, or young girls, but T think
of Tennyson's deseription of Telemachua—

‘' Most blameloss he. centored in the sphere
Of comnmon duties, decent not to fail
In pffices of tenderness ™

Should I exchange identity with her? Ah!

But far oftener the mood is a sad one, and 1 |

T
|

yearning, mosning, stretching out its arms |
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BY SETH WEAN, JUN,

gather force to renew the search ; tamed by no |
spell save that of gentleness—the influence of |

| 1satin my office in Wall strect, one showery

| and sultry afternoon in July. My small daily
| influx of clients was over; | had dined, and
; was alone. 1 had lighted my cigar, taken the
| Iast new volume of De Quincey from its quiet
| hiding place, and settled myself into a deep

arm-chair, with legs outstretched, crossed, high-
poised—attitude bemoaned of Europe, but nor.
| mal to Young America—when the oflice door
| was thrown open somewhat roughly, and my
neighbor Ahel Bison entered, with his cigar and
a halfcrumpled newspaper. He occupies the
oflice on the opposite side of the eutry, and we
see a good deal of each other, Much as I liked

Bison, I could have dispensed with & visit from

| him at that particular time. Tn the first place,

| was just sinkir il“’ that superb and luxa
rious calm, '.iw*l of the tropics, of the an-
| cients, of the G¥nd Turk, in which vou are
'| sufficient nnto Yourself, and in which ail human
| presence is an impertinence. In the second
| place, there was something in Bison's mien
| and manner, so different from his usua! grave

| decorum, that a glance was enough to satisfy

displayed. What makes thema marked places
on the map is, that there mankind chose betweaer
two opposite modes of thought and life, and
| 1|.ludu an Lipu‘!‘.rii or 1i||\|'l|w}‘l‘d gl,r:'] on I.Lﬂ glair
way which stands on chaos, and reaches the
heart of Gad, And not battles slone settle thing+
in this world. Pau! on Mars Hifl, Mahomet
at the banquet of A lotaters. where hie
declared himself the P el of one God, Ga
ileo at work, Luther at the Ddet, Heloise ta
king the veil, Colninbus on the quartereck
ofthe Santa Maria, ink-daubed Faust, Daguerr
in his ‘.\-".'-:ZITM{“"\'. Fualton }'i"n.-_' iron, Grace Dar
ling in her boat, Baxton making his last mot

in the House of Commons for the abolition
Slavery throughout the British Empire, Mor
be 1z & wire round, glass, Florence Niglht
gale

in the hospitals of the Crimen, Jackson and
Morton holding an etherized sponge—these ur
the focal points of story. All othess revolve
about them, and bW dowvn in reverence before

them. Uncon yrindls of events take place,
and uncount inds of persons take part in
thetn; but onl all-dozen arc significaut and

remembered.” Each of these is a pillgr of ada
mant, built by invisible and gigantic hands iuto
the history of the world ; and each is an

for eves of all afler ages. '
'?rh an object is. the Kansus emigran!
185 The grandeur of his journey is palpabl
and overwhelming., He is Iimlﬂ},-s Powwr ou
Earth. Though, like the Baptist. hia food be
custs and wild honey, like him he heralds » mor
august presence, and foreshadows a mightiv

there have beentimes, within the last two months, i me that he was about to make some heavy | substance. At everystep, he sows or erushes the
when I would, or T thought T would; but I | draft on my sensibilities, my intellect, or my | 5eeds of empire. It i3 not declamation to sas
grow braver, if not wiser, and I feel it is hetter conscience. Ivesented this i”;:u“q\ and silent. | that he holds in the hollow of his hand the d.
that she “ work her work, I mine.” ! | d. fior & half nod f‘l i A | tiny of vast and diverse races for all comi
Thursday.—Last night they had dancing | Ky SHPHRTPRE o Ui 00 1 Zasogaiuon, i'll"l.:"“' time. Ha is the acorn of nations.
here, and, at the urgent NQueai of Mre. Judge | lieep into my “ note book, hupll.; that Bison “There 18 no element of the moral sublima,
B——, who is with us, I accompanied hor to | would take the delicate hint, (a hint which our | which the position of the Kansas emigrant does
the saloon, to look after pretty }rm Seymour, | intimacy stripped of all peril,) and respect my | pot fulfil, Whether we consider the motive of
a younger sister of William Summerfield's wife. | j,7., far niente. I was disappointed. He saw | 18 pilgrimage, the means of attaining it, or the
I was standing alone, for Mrs. B had | = 3 e A Sy resnits upon the very snhstance of modern iy
crossed the room to speak with a friend, when | ™Y &M% an_d paused a """-'“""“'T'.I'n his advauce, | ilization, and on the whole structure of modern
some one uttered my name. Turning round,] | #8 if surveying the ground. Then, knocking society, which may follow his career, we stan
met Mr. Allingham, accompanied by a gentle- | the ashes from his cigar, he shut the door with | awe-struck before the thought that o insignif
mar;éwh(::a h‘clintrun;nlud ;s a i\r{r Barclay. He | groat deliberation, came forward with his strong, | ¢80t & figare, 3 weak i, "'i "“I'I‘:'ll"
could not but have felt the cold reserve of my | ¢ lavinz hia hand on 1dar | 82 agent, 18 bearing on his shoulders tho
| manner, but he would not heed it ; and, in hi{; hr_m tread, and, HYIng his haud “,{‘_m)’.ﬁ]mu'd"" weight of a world.”
usual felicitous style, commented upon the dan- | said, sternly, “ Flint, you are a Sybarite. Read I lighted a cigar, and pufied & half smile
cers, the company, &c.; but as his remarks | that” At the same time he handed me the | through a half sneer.
were addressed to Mr. Barclay quite as much | newspaper, and poiuted to s paragraph headed, “1 see your face, I know what you mean,”
as to myself, I conld not treat him as I felt he | « 1""rsnual. Attack by Stringfellow on Governor cantinued Bison, quickly, with n slight depreci
deserved. Finally, he referred to the evening ¢ T N PASCTCERE tory gesture, full of empire. * You would say

I so well remembered, spoke of his disappoint-
ment in being deprived of my company; he

the next day, and had but recently returned ;
hoped he might be more fortunate another
time, though,” he added, with a gay smile,
“ notwithstanding the assurances of the Misses
Summerfield that 1 had been called away by
business, he half suspected my handsome guard-
ian of a plot agaipst his happiness.”

“It was indeed business, sir,” I said, stern-
ly, as I fixed my eyes on his face, “and I much
regret that you were not present as a witness,
You will see the propriety, when I tell you it
waas to stand by the death-bed of my old school-
mate, Julia Westcott,”

For onesecond his eye quailed beneath mine;
the cool assurance of the practiced man of the
world was shaken, but only for a second—then,
with some gracefully-uttered words about Miss
Southmayd's “well-known benevolence,” &e,
he turned to his companion, saying, gaily—

“See, they are about to commence waltzing;

mayd. You are right; at least, with the ther.

[ hands!” and with a smile and a bow that
bated mot one jot of its usnal gracefn] ease, he
turned from me to speak with the Judge and
Mrs. B——, who had returned for me, and, ta
king the arm of his companion, sauntered down
the saloon. .

“8o this man has seen life!” I muttered,
indignantly.

“ And become ossified in the process,” said
Mrs. B, laughing, “if it is Miles Allingham
of whom you speak. But most of our young
ladies find his Alasé air charming—piguant, 1
‘think, is the word ; and, to be candid, I thought
you a little inclined that way, not many moons
since.”

“Me! I despise him!"

“Not so loud, child. There is no need of
telling it to foufe le monde if you do,” she re-
piied, much amused at my lrusque manner,
“1 doubt whether they would beiieve it, espe-
cially Miss Y , yonder, whose head reclines
so gracefully on his shoulder, as they go through
the mazes of the waltz. What a pity it is that
women, young girls, are not endowed with a
sixth sense—that of perceiving the moral qual-
| ities of those who approach them.”

’ “My guardian would say that they were, if
they would but heed it,”" I replied, thinking of

what he had once said to me, with reference to

the identical person.

“0, Mr. Bummerfield!| Doubtless they would
heed it, were all men like him. But, come;
youder are the Judge and Mary.”

Somehow, the knowledge that any man counld
be so utterly remorseless and ‘Thard-hearted
troubled me. I could not remain quiet; my
| dreams last night, and my thoughts to-day,
have been all of Julia Westeott; so, after din-
ner, while all the world were taking their siesfa,
I took = solitary walk along the beach, striving
to understhand how a person, gifted like Miles
Allingham, could become the thing he is—when,
as I turned the projecting corner of a rock, he
stood before me. We looked each other fully
in the face a moment ; then, as I was about to
pass on, he said, with a forced smile—

“You fear me, then, Miss Southmayd ?”

“1 never fear what I despise,” I said, as I
tarned and faged him again.

“That is good. I like that; it is so rare to
hear the truth from a woman, especially a wo-
man at a fashionable watering-place ;" and he
hmughsd a strange, mocking laugh,

Perhaps, if they all knew you as well as |
do, you might have reason to think differently,”
I said, sternly.

“ Aye, if they were all like you,” he added,
with a gracefal bow. I could have struck him,
but he went on—

“Just think over the people we met last
nigh&ilﬁnl Southmayd. hich of my sins—
and their name is legion, I grant—would blind
one of those affectionste mammas to my fortune,
or be sufficient to discourage their fair daugh-
ters in the disinterested attempt to convert a
fashionable roue into a quiet husband ?”

“Whatever may be the opinion of the world,
it makes no difference with mine, sir.”

’
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BY MARY FRANCES TYLER.

To-day, oh Lord of Hosts!
We meet within thy temple, and our soul
Had such & wave of glory o'er it roll,
As bore us from the consts,
Shallows, and quicksands, of our eommon life,
The loud tumultuous elamorings of strife,
And all discordant things.
While we soared upward, as on spinit-wings,
To Heaven's pearly gate—
The gnie by angels kept—
And we would fain have slept,
That we might enter at the shining portal,
And know the bl d of Life | tal,
But angels bade us wair.

A CoLoRED GRADUATE.— Among the grad-
nates at Dartmouth e, at the late com-
mencement, was Mr. E. G, r, of Baltimore,
who spoke well and was m Io
1835—,'!“ twenty years Ago—an m’v
within & few miles of the College, was broken
up, and the academy buildi from its
foundations by a bhundred oxen, under
a Pro-Slavery mob, because
trustees had admitted ome or

“had been obliged to leave the city on business |

and Miss H—— will never forgive me for ta- |
king you offf You do not dance, Miss South- |

mometer at 80, Ah! we leave you in good
) Y

Reeder, of Kansas."”

|  “Yes," I answered, carelessly, “ Alomina-
ble outrage; I read it some time ago;” and
tossing the paper on the desk, | sunk again into
the opium-eater,

Bison began to walk the office. His eyes
were on the floor, and his steps grew momeuta-
rily slower and slower, heavier snd lLeavier,
l"iuall_v it Bl!)pln:li.

“ Flint," said he, “ I am a Sybarite.” 1 lift-
ed my eyes to his figure, as he stood in the mid-
dle of the unpainted {loo=, with half raised arm
and gathered brow; and the contrast between
him and his word was so complete, g0 perfoet,
as to Liave on me the effect of a rreat stroke of
wit. I put down my book, vanquished, and
laughed ontright.

A compact, dark, deep-chested young man,
with the stamp of power all over him ; inseru-

table eyes; jaws ol bar iron; beard thick and

| fine; teeth solid and perfect; the hands of a
{ blacksmith; strength written on every limbh,
moulded into every feature; and the rich light
of cultured thought breaking through all—

“Flint,” he began, taking an attitude half|

colloquial, half oratorical, and fastening his

deep eyes into mine, while the tones of his .

voice grew grand and full as he went on, “ Kan-
sas8 is a career! D'lsraeli has said the East is
n career, Bah! It is not, and has not -heen
since Tamerlane. Did Napoleon find it so?
Do the Allies? Do your modern travellers?

lor among the fountains of the Nile? The
Howadji does not keep house in Lgyptian
Thebes: nor does D’lIsraeli, the Jew, pay
his taxes in Jerusalem.
tine prefers the shadow of a Western despot's

sepulchre.”
“Mark me,” said Bison, as 1 settled into a
posture of attention.

away from the door of this sepulchre, and that
the resurrection may not come. But the third
day is not yet. The civilization of the West-
ern nations will not run backward to ita foun-
tains, but forever forward and westward round
the globe. Its great floods, like the sun-wave,
now breaking on the eastern coast of America,
and bursting through the Alleghanies, will fill
| the Mississippi valley, submerge the South Pass,
and culminate in Oregon and California, before
they gather themselves up for a new roll west
| ward, and prepare to fall with a warmer and

brighter dash upon the archipelagoes and
shores of Asia—move Eastward, but by the
way of the West—settle in Bagdad, but travel
to 1t by the way of Kansas and the Sandwich
Islands. No! l.et the dead East bury its dead.
Kansas is a career! The African race on this
continent "

“Bison,” said I, “take care of your heel.
Remember Achilles, vulnerable only there.” |
And indeed, as he stood before me in his vast |
and careless and manly strength, 1 inwardly |
classed him with the Goddess-born, and thought |
how the wrath of this man might be as lerrible.

“That (ireek had more than one weak spot.
Unlike me, he wasn't right here,” laying hin|
hand on his breast, “ and so he fell. The Afri-
can race on this continent, I was about to say, |
is crowded; I say crowded, and he who does
not feel his old Anglo-Saxon love of justice
stirred to its deep recesses

% Bison, I scent the conveuticle or the cau-
cu!-!) i
“France of Delphi! Crags of Sinai, rather!"
he retorted ; and that torrent of sunshine which
men call a smile burst throngh Lis swarthy fea-
tures, leaving him all aglow and afire, like a dark
mountain smit with morning,

“ No, Flint, not the politician, but the proph-
et speaks. America needs her lsaiah; will
need her Cassandra, if deeds like these,” dagh- |
ing his hand on the newspaper, “do not meet
the big weight of just public vengeance. If, as |
I dart my eyes through the States of America |
at this hour, 1 did not behold aun uncounted |
army of volunteers mustering from a hondred
camps, heretofore hostile, to struggle shoulder
to shoulder against the Carib eivilization and
the Thug Christianity which are now invading
the territories of the nation ; and if, as the host
of good and evil hang over Kansas, and prepare
to close in mortal combat, I did not hear a mur- |
mur of popular wrath gathering in the distance,
like the voice of many streams, and did not see
myriads of faces lighted with the glory of a
great resolve; I should indeed despair of my
country and of mankind."”

“ Are you talking of the Kansas emigranta?"”
1 i.nterru{ned, “or of the brave stay-at-home
warriors, like one Flint and one Bison ? "

“ Of both, of all,” he repliad ; * for both, for
all, must conspire to save Kansas. But my
thoughts are at this moment mainly on the first.
The Kansas emigrant at the present time is the
mminent object of notice on this planet. Se-

topol is the seat of a skirmish; but Law-
rence is the seat of a war. In the flux
and reflux of civilization, there has been in
every generation of men, since human events
began to be transmitted, some one person, some
enterprise, some idea, some country, or some
colony, to which all earthly eyes involuntarily
turn, in which all the interest of the great dra-
ma centers, and over which all bright and dark
angels hover as the Paganimm hung aver
Troy. Such a point was the battle of Poitiers,
stalwart legions of Charles,
sunamed the Hammer, rolled back the tfide
of Moorish and Moslem fary from the south of
France, and decided the question forever, for Eu-
rope, between the Crescent and the Cross. Such,
too, were all the conflicts of the world.
nmqgr, Phi the walls of Jerusalem,
Banker Hill, Lodi, Waterloo, are not memora.

ble for the mere martial vigor and courage there

Has Layard settled in Nineveh, or Bayard Tay- ¢

Reprblican Lamar- |

throne to the Syria in which he owns real es- |
tate, and which his unrhymed song has steep- |
ed in a new enchantment. Asia is a total ruin, |
and Africa a swarthy dream. The East is a |

“1 do not say that the |
stone may not, some time or other, be rolled

that these cadaverous Yankees and brandv-soak
ed vagabonids who squabble now in Kansas are
neither more nor less than any other soldiers ot
fortune, mere seramblers for a living, or in o
| & drunken row. In one sense von are partly
right, and I—am whally right. Listen to me;”
and Ancient Mariver-like he held me with his
(_'}'I'.
“There is a contemptible element in-every
| emigration ; where great bodies of men move,
some among them will always move from mean
motives. There are sutlersin every camp. But
the armr must be judged by its ruling spirit ;
and the ruling spirit of the Kansas emizration
iz something us Infty and divine as has vet heen
seen on earth. I count it one of the fow Signs

extant in this age, that we are not altogether ®

You

griven over to Mammon :r'] materinljam.
It just

think my language inflated. Not so.
clothes the beautitul fict—no more.
“The Kansas ‘?m'.,:r.-mt who knows his work,

and does it, is more than an emigrant—he is a

]\.':!_crim: more than a pilgrim—hgis a crusader,

“e8, thut is the word —a @ Knight

| Templar of Justies; a soldie oly War

universal, which'#as been fong igh & thou

| sand ages, and will continue (8§ be wagad (if

enrth last go long) unti] the last relic of ]'\(.“- T
I'I'H‘.'.f]'ll.“* shall -'.'i»':lp;war from AMONDE men.

L i.llt-k, throagh history, at the enterprises on
2 P

which mankind has lavished its praise and wor
der, nnd see how they pale before the majesty
of this.

“1 have called the Kansas-man a erusader,
The ernsades were the lirst united movement

| of civilized Europe, and must forever ba re
| nowned for the singularity of their ohject, the
enthusiasm with which it was pursued, and 1he
vast scale on which they were carried on.  All
Europe rose up a8 one man, and preeipitated
itself upon Syria in a huge wave of religious
and martial frenzy. But one thing sbout the
crusades has always shorn them of half their
glory,ard must still prevent them from rank
ing, either as wars, a8 invasions, as emigrations,
or as holy missions, in the firat place among
human achievements. They were nndounbtl
Quixatism, Their object, it iy troe, was a
least innocent. It was well enongh to pet the
tomb of Jeaus from the hands of the Moslem.
But it cost too moch. It was a ludicrously
unthrifty bargnin—a most wild and visionary

project; and the little of skepticism which they
dared to show itself against the overwhelming
flood of Papal power which inundated Yurope,

wagged its head slyly, and put its tongae into
its cheek in corners, 1o see whole nations made
such fools of, to their ruin.  Only their fright

fully tragic issue prevents the crusades from |

being branded as the great masquerades of
history. But who can smile, in the presence of
the ghastly calamities that waited on their vic
tims, Neither the retreat from Moscow, nor
the still more terrific *“Flight of a Tartar
Tribe" through Asia, as told by De Quincey,
(T see a volume of his in your hand,) ean match
the horrors of the first crusade. OFf 600,000
persons who composed the invading hosts, not
50,000 ever returned. Death, death, every-
where; and such death! Now, what was all
this ruin for? To conquer a tomb; and, ns
was plain from the beginning, having conquer
ed, they could not hold it. The best practical
wisdom of the race, even its religious wisdou,
while it does full justice to men and motives

to the stately knighthood und fiery martyr
dom it engendered—will forever prouounce the
scheme whimsical and absurd. Through all
the pomp and musie of the * Jernsalem Deliv.
ered,”” and all the deep ventération we feel in
the presence of that gorgecus company of
heroes, and warriors, and martyrs, the sallow
Knight of La Mancha will thrust his lauthorn
visage and rusty spear Letween us and Godfrey
of Bouillon ; and in place of the aai city and
the holy shrine, our eyes will per; in seeins
only a row of windmills, which staad tl.ere to
be punished. Indirectly, the crusaces did
veoman’s service for Europe. They created
Christendom. But, of themselves, ‘ney wero
miserable and grotesque failures, [he Kansaq
emigration i8 no castle in the air.

“The colonization of Spanis’s A merica was
another marked and splendid display of energy
and valor. The gorgeous pagean:.> of thess
terrible adventurers well sutted the purple and
prodigal luxuriance of the tropics they came to
invade. Kverything about them was calcula-
ted to strike the eye, and fascinate the warm
imagination. The very appointments of their
armaments, were like the properties of a thea-
tre; and they have preserved this facticious
glitter with posterity. All the glow of human
genius has combined with the natural interest
of the theme, to invest the Spanish emigrations
with the hues of deep romaunce. They were be.
low the crusades in depth and purity of pur.
poses, but far above them in practical import-
ance. These Spaniards were not saints. They
were not pushed across the sea by any power
from above, lere and there, some sincere and
olorious devotee cherished the sublime hope of
pathering the tawny mrriads of the New J‘:rlrl
into the fold of the mighty Shepherd, and free.
ly poured out his life in the work. Such enses
were exceptional. The mudn body of these
wanderers were fortune-hunters. Some sought
fame, some power, some adventure, and most
sought money. The lofiy religious element
was there; but it only tinged the prevailing
spirit. It just gave a delicate favor to the
solid and bulky mass of common motive; it
just dashed with perfume the winds that filled
their sails. But their work itself was instinct

with majesty. were no visionaries like
the crusaders. All the future feels them. They
deflected the pathway of onr whole race. They

unpeopled a continent. It is.
founded nothing lasting, but thay laid a pave-
ment for others to build on—a pavement mads
of skulls, and gemented with blood. Wera
the peculiar architeets of ruin. Their res
loom large ou the horizon of history, but it ia

true that they




